TUMBLING   IN   THE   HAY
" We've all had to listen to that," said Barney .
" There was worse to come."
" Worse ?" I asked Vincent.
" I was stupid enough to remind him that Pasteur,
who did so much for humanity, was not a doctor. He
lost his temper. ' Pasteur/ he said, raising his voice
and shaking his finger, * Pasteur had not a passport
to your wife's bedroom: that is what every doctor
has. Through the intimate nature of his relations
with the public a doctor could take advantage of that
intimacy and abuse it. That is what the Medical
Council is there to prohibit. It is there to save the
home from the svelte scoundrel and to prevent him
from practising. Don't suggest that it would have
been opposed to Pasteur or blind to his scientific
contributions, I am loath to think you dishonest.
Sir.' So I'm up again in November. What a
hope !"
" Not passed but Pasteurised !" said silly Barney.
" But just now I am too lazy to open a book. Well,
well !" He looked at the date, which reads backwards
on the label of a bottle.
" This lethargic must have his quiet course," said
Vincent quietly, smiling as he twisted a corkscrew
into a bottle of stout.
u I thought he said that he would not be examining ?"
" So did I. That is why I went up. But he was
only codding. He would probably tell you, if you
reminded him, that he was referring to fevers or to
the case with the blown-up chest"
I was told off to dispense the turkey and ham.
There were about fifty bottles of stout in attendance.
As I looked at them ranked, I wondered which
one would be my last, I passed the turkey and ham.
Weary said as he faced his plateful, " She had a
recovery for which to be grateful, at all events."
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